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Nevertheless, allusions to people and events of which he knew nothing
were constantly passing over his head, and he had an irritating desire to
know more about this closed world, that he might share in its perfidious
joys.

When Ines Sandoval's name was mentioned, Pemrose's friends looked
at each other with a slightly superior smile, which implied that they
knew and disapproved, but with indulgence.

The port was passed round and Pem stretched himself out in one
of the big leather armchairs.

Then Maxime de Bayos produced long thin cheroots, from which
you withdrew a straw; "the cheroots," he said, "that George Sand
used to smoke."

And then Prince Galbani went and sat in a corner, his long legs
jutting from behind a circular frame, on which was stretched a canvas
with all sorts of coloured wools hanging from it. The grand-nephew of
the Caesars was engaged on petit point tapestry. At the moment he
was making a chair-back on which three golden bees were in flight over
ruins and blue convolvulus.

And the dark young man sat down at Liszt's piano.

The density of the air, the depths of space, the very quality of time
itself were transformed, because genius had entered the room. There
was genius in Christian's hands, and all the prejudice Jean-Noel felt
against him fell away.

When at rest or making the ordinary motions of life, Christian's
hands had nothing remarkable about them. They were thin, slender
hands with bony fingers and rather short nails. But as soon as they
touched the piano they acquired a beauty, a grace, a life, a purity even,
that was surprising. They were isolated from the rest of the world;
they seemed no longer to belong even to the body that bore them; they
were independent and unique; they chased each other in a fantastic
ballet up and down flights of ebony and ivory steps; they designed,
effaced and redesigned pure forms, elongated ovolos and abstract
scrolls, astounding in their novelty; they wove sonorous webs of sound,
embroideries in which each flower was a single note; they created posies
of music; they moulded strange shapes of resonance on invisible towers;
they laughed, suffered and wept; they danced on the rhythms of
Mozart in white stockings; they were wedded to the contours of
Beethoven's deaf ears; they traced the interwoven symmetry of
Vivaldi and of Bach; they brought down on the room the rain that
pours behind the phrases of Berlioz.

They were using an instrument, a tool invented by man, drawing
from it joys that lay beyond analysis and approached near to the imagi-
nation of God. They were the hands of civilized man within the most
perfect setting of civilization.

And Jean-Noel realized this, in one of those moments when musk,
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